FEBRUARY, l948 - A WINTER SNOWSTORM THAT CHANGED MY LIFE 
                        By Jacqueline Wenger Raymond
Winter dragged on. The beautiful white fluffy snow that exhilarated us on Thanksgiving Day, 1947, and again on Christmas Day, was soon forgotten. 
Where I lived, Camp Washington, a suburb of Cincinnati, steel and other factories existed. These factories used fossil fuels, like black coal, petroleum, and other combustibles to generate power.  The houses were heated by coal spurring black soot-laden smoke from their chimneys. Thus, when the beautiful white snow hit the ground, the soot engulfed it turning it grey/black.  
 On Wednesday night, the first week of February 1948, an unexpected snowstorm dumped twelve inches of snow again on Cincinnati. 
It was Sunday, my Father’s day off, and he was outside shoveling the hard packed snow off our walkways plus a additional order of black coal into our basement coal shoot. Daddy worked six days a week, 8:00 a.m. to 7:00 p.m. as manager and butcher of a Schneider Grocery Store. His job entailed standing on his feet cutting meat, talking to customers. He needed Sunday to Rest and Relax.  An aura of doom and gloom prevailed.   
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When he finally finished his shoveling chores, and came in from outside, he looked like a Chimney Cleaner. His wool-knitted hat, quilt-lined jacket, and rubber boots were ladened with hard packed snow, intermingled with tons of black-coal dust. 
Shivering, Dad, in a calm determined voice, announced:
 “This is the last winter I will be shoveling snow; we will be moving back to Miami this summer.”  
I cried out, “But I have two more years of high school!” 
Calmly, but emphatically he replied, “Jackie, there are high schools in Miami.” 
That was that. 
In June, our house with furniture sold, our car was packed, and we with our dog, Troubles moved to Miami, Florida. 
1950, I graduated from Miami Jackson High School. 
